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It was quite overcast, and the forecast had said it would rain heavily 
later, probably quite heavily, and the air felt thick and sticky with the 
promise of the downpour to come. Peppermint didn’t mind, though— she 
spent most of her time indoors, so these weekends she went out to the 
beach, looking for anything interesting that might have washed up. Nice 
shells mainly—as Blacksands East had a pretty small beach—the occasional 
trinket, if she was lucky. 

Peppermint—she never called herself that, preferring her self-conferred 
moniker, Etheria—thought that perhaps these brisk walks along the beach 
with her beach-comber equipment (a big black bag that she had over her 
shoulder and a nail on a stick) were somewhat outside the remit of her 
cynical goth persona, but as she clomped along the beach in knee-high 
black combat boots, she thought that sometimes, it was good to break the 
mold. 

She was in her own opinion, though, quite a stereotypical goth, although 
in a purely superficial way. She always wore black, and plenty of it: 
generally, a large, heavy, black coat—all the way through the year—black 
shoes, black tights, and so on. She was quite lucky to have a pale 
complexion, which is at least one of the reasons that she always covered 
up. Her eyes were an intense, piercing blue that fit well with her slightly 
angular features. She was almost totally curveless, which probably 
accounted for the large, shapeless coat. Fortunately, she wasn’t too tall, 
being just a mite over 52 43 , so she didn’t draw too much attention to her 
somewhat boyish figure. 

It wasn’t that she was engaged in angst—she was actually pretty happy. 
She just kind of felt attracted to brooding and isolation . . . plus, she liked 
black. The fact that the other goths shunned her should probably have 
been a better clue as to how good a goth she was—but she didn’t mind. 
She liked her peace and quiet; people had this annoying habit of being 
stupid or mean. 

She was just reflecting on the slim pickings that day when she saw 
something big and white about a hundred meters ahead of her. As she 
slowly progressed toward it, she realized that it wasn’t just a large piece of 
fabric or some plastic bags—it looked like... a body? 

She started walking toward it more quickly and saw arms, legs, a head 
... it was definitely a body. She carefully walked up to it. It was sprawled 
face down on the beach, like someone had carelessly tossed it aside. Filled 
with the morbid fascination that almost went with the black clothes and 
big ankh, she poked the blunt end of her stick into the body. 

To her shock—and relief—the body moved. She poked it again, and 
the body reacted again, an arm moving to try to block the stick. A third 











poke provoked the body to finally roll over and reveal a face and front 
caked in sand. She looked like a girl, although it was hard to tell with all 
the detritus on her face, as she coughed black sand up—it seemed that she 
was only clad in a sodden and sand-covered surgical gown. 

“Are you ok?” Etheria asked, looking with mild disbelief at the girl. 

“Uh, Ithink so... where am I, and, uh, why are you poking me with a 
stick?” The stranger spat out more sand and grit, trying to wipe it off her 
face. 

“Well, you’re on Blacksands East beach and, uh, I was poking you 
because I thought you were dead,” Etheria admitted. 

“Dead... hmm. Where is Blacksands East anyway?” the girl asked. 

“The coast of southern California,” Etheria replied. 

“Oh... ok.” The strange girl looked slightly more enlightened but still 
very much bewildered. 

“Why, where did you come from? I mean, I thought you were dead.” 

“I can't remember—I think maybe I was out at sea or something, but 
that’s all. I can’t remember anything else.” 

“Nothing else? You mean you can’t even remember who you are?” 

“I don’t think so. I don’t really think I can recall anything until you 
woke me up,” the girl professed. 

“What's that?” Etheria pointed to a partially buried gold medallion that 
had been hidden underneath her. 

“I don’t know .. . maybe it’s mine?” The girl didn’t seem too sure. “Oh, 
how rude of me—I didn’t even ask your name. I'd tell you mine, but 
obviously, I’m no better off in that department than you are.” 

“Oh, well, my name is supposed to be Peppermint, but I usually go by 
Etheria.” 

“Are you in mourning or something?” the girl asked cautiously after 
having carefully looked over Etheria’s apparel. 

“What?” Etheria then looked at her clothes. “Oh, no. Pm a goth. We 
don’t really do much more than black. Well, typically. I know it’s not very 
practical beach wear, but it keeps the sun off, and it means I don’t get sand 
in my shoes.” 

“T guess not.” The girl didn’t seem too convinced. 

“Look, you’re all covered in sand, and you’ve obviously not had 
anything to eat or drink for a while. You’d better come back to my house 
and see if you can remember anything and stuff.” 

“Oh, thank you—that’s very kind. . .” the girl said, clutching the 
medallion tightly. 

“We’ll probably need a name for you until you remember yours—any 
preferences?” 

“Not really . . .” the girl professed. 

“Ok, I guess Pl] call you . . . Lily. Is that ok?” The girl nodded. “Ok, 
let’s get you some clean clothes then.” 


Peppermint lived in a house that was on a cliff overlooking the beach, 
so it didn’t take very long for Etheria and the newly christened Lily to get 
back to the white bungalow, which was only about a hundred meters from 
the edge of the cliff. 

“Pm afraid that most of my clothes are probably going to be goth— 
and really, I don't want to go into Maybe’s stuff, or 5ከ6']] get all bitchy 
again, and that's the last thing we want. Besides, I think that black will 
suit you.” Etheria looked at Lily. “Oh, you'd better go have a shower— 
you must really need a shower after being in all that sand and seawater.” 

Lily simply nodded and walked into the bathroom that Etheria indicated. 
This was the first time that Etheria had actually really looked at the girl, 
then realized that she hadn’t taken much notice of Lily because she was so 
... generic. She was the kind of girl that you’d see on the street but you'd 
struggle to remember as soon as your eyes left her. Maybe about 52 53 , 
with shoulder-length, electric blue hair, a cute, heart-shaped face, ordinary 
brown eyes, average breasts, average behind, average legs . . . she was just 
average all over. The pseudo-goth thought that she couldn’t have been 
more average if someone had tried to make the most average person in the 
world— well, except for the hair... but even with that, Lily still seemed 
eerily average. 


It was several weeks later, after the initial disruption that Lily had caused 
to the lives of the Thompson family, until things had resumed their familiar 
day-to-day pattern. Although Lily had regained none of her memories, 
according to the doctors, she was in perfect health. As she had nowhere to 
go, Etheria had managed to convince her parents to let Lily live with them— 
at least until she could remember who she was. 

“Tt’s not normal,” Maybe, Etheria’s younger sister, said. She wasn’t 
that different to her pseudo-goth sister, except that she was more ditzy, 
more energetic, and more boy-crazy, and, at this moment in time, more 
argumentative. Physically, she had always been shorter than her sister— 
but somewhat more curvaceous. She wasn’t exactly shy to show it off 
either. 

“There’s nothing uncommon about growth spurts,” Etheria countered. 

“For both of us? At the exact same time? It’s weird, and it started right 
after Lily arrived. Just like the milk,” Maybe said pointedly. Etheria merely 
shifted an eyebrow in response. 

“The milk—haven’t you noticed it? It doesn’t matter how much of it 
we drink, the fridge is always full of it.” Maybe paused. “Although, I'll 
concede—that’s a good thing, it tastes awesome . . . and hell, who am I 
kidding? Growing an extra couple of inches in a few places isn’t exactly 
my idea of a nightmare.” She looked meaningfully at her fuller breasts. 
“But I just got these jeans, and they’re already too short.” Maybe 
demonstrated this to her sister by lifting her leg and waving it around to 
show how the jeans only went down to her ankles. 











“Maybe they shrank in the wash?” her sister said weakly, knowing full 
well that that wasn't the case. Maybe just gave her a look. “Ok, fine, 
something weird has been going on since Lily got here, but it’s been a 
good weird. Like you said, filling out a little isn’t going to hurt either of us, 
and I guess I can't really pretend that we’re both having growth spurts— 
especially as 1t would mean Mom is having one, too.” 

“Yeah —that's a bit weird. She's almost as tall as Dad now. He doesn’t 
seem to mind though—they both seem a lot happier than they have been 
for ages. Seems like they’re spending a lot of quality time together.” Maybe 
giggled. 

“Eww. Eww. I don’t need that image in my head . . . though I know how 
they feel. This past week, I’ve felt really goddamned antsy,” the older sister 
said, playing with her hair. 

“You mean, you didn’t feel like that before? Jeez, there wasn’t a day 
that went by that I didn’t desperately want someone to be screwing my 
brains out. Now, it’s just more—only it feels a lot better. It’s starting to get 
hard not to grab people and, uh, do stuff to them. Or to myself. I’m just 
fucking glad we aren’t sharing bedrooms anymore.” 

“Right back at ya, Maybe. It’s not just that stuff though—I mean, look 
at our hair!” She grabbed Maybe’s hair; it was down to her waist. “You’ ve 
always had awful split ends, and your hair’s always been thin and greasy.” 

“Hey, no need to get personal,” Maybe said, folding her arms defensively, 
having to shift them around her unfamiliarly large breasts. 

‘T m not—I’m just stating facts to illustrate a point,” Etheria retorted. 

“Yeah, you know, now that you mention it, I’m pretty sure I’ve been 
getting stronger, too. I was taking all these books out of my locker, and 
then Kevin totally offered to take them for me, and his poor arms almost 
fell off when I gave them to him. I didn’t realize I’d taken that many things. 
I mean, I know he’s a total weakling, but I usually struggled to even carry 
my satchel.” Maybe flexed a not unsubstantial bicep. 

“Ok—so all this stuff has happened to us and Mom. It’s all happened 
since Lily arrived. You mentioned that milk—we’ ve all been drinking a lot 
of it, haven't we?” 

“Damned right we have—that stuff is so good. I could go for some 
right now! I mean, we must go through literally gallons of the stuff a day. 
That’s why it’s so fucking weird that we never run out of it. I mean, Lily 
never seems to go to the shops or anything—and let’s be honest, we both 
spend so much time with her that it’s hardly as if she has the opportunity to 
smuggle gallons of milk in. Not to mention that this is the best-tasting milk 
ever. If she was smuggling it in—why do it? If she’d asked if I wanted to 
fill out into more of a hottie, 1”በ have totally said yes.” Maybe unconsciously 
stuck her breasts out some more. 

“Exactly—it doesn’t really make any sense,” Etheria said. 

“Hmm, I guess not. Still, very strange.” Maybe scrunched up her face 
for a moment and then said, “Hey! I know what we can do! If the milk is 


behind our changes, we could just try giving it to someone, y’know, as 
like, a guinea pig.” 

“That could work, but who would we use?” The sisters both looked 
pensive for a few moments as they tried to think of a suitable test subject 
for their little gambit. 

“Ellie!” they both said simultaneously. 

“Great minds think alike.” Maybe smirked. “But we can’t just ask her 
around here and then ask her to drink a gallon of milk. That would probably 
tip her off that we were up to something. If we ask her and . . . maybe 
Quinn to come around, we can say it’s a sleepover. Not to mention, we get 
two people to test the milk on.” 

“That's a pretty good plan,” Etheria nodded her head. “I think TIl ask 
Lily about this though, just to cover our bases.” 

“Ok— well, I’m off to cheerleading practice.” Maybe bounced off. 

“Try not to stare at their tits too much, Maybe,” Etheria shouted after 
her sister, who just laughed. 


The Friday for which they had planned the slumber party couldn’t come 
around quickly enough for either of the sisters. Despite their suspicions of 
the milk, neither of them stopped drinking it. If anything, they drank more. 
Etheria had found that questioning Lily yielded no answers—the girl 
genuinely seemed to know nothing about the milk or their sudden 
development, although she had noted that Lily did drink the stuff but seemed 
to have remained almost exactly the same. She found this puzzling, to say 
the least—why should it work on her and her family but have no effect on 
Lily? She and Maybe remained perplexed. 

Aside from that, Etheria had—in light of her sister’s comments about 
increased strength—snuck into the gym during one of her free periods 
when it was empty and tried the weights. She was surprised to find that she 
could bench press almost two hundred pounds. It made her feel kind of 
tingly that underneath all her black clothing she was probably the strongest 
girl in school—excluding Maybe. 

She’d also been finding it increasingly difficult to hide her swelling 
figure. While it was possible for her formless and baggy clothing to conceal 
a multitude of sins, it seemed that her breasts were unwillingly to be 
Blacksands East best-kept secret. Not that it mattered much—Maybe had 
been flaunting her assets, but to be fair, it had worked to her advantage. 
She was now the second-in-command for the cheerleading squad. That 
amused Etheria, if only because it confirmed all of her beliefs about the 
cheerleaders being a bunch of superficial and shallow bitches that put more 
stock in appearances than personality . . . with the expectation of her sister 
of course, or at least, mostly. 

“Hey, Pepper .. . I mean, Etheria,” Ellie greeted Etheria—she frequently 
slipped and almost called Etheria by her real name. It was totally 





unintentional, and every time she did it, she was embarrassed, which Etheria found 
endearing. 

Ellie was a sweet girl, but sadly, her inner beauty lacked an accompanying outer 
beauty. She was short— just barely five feet tall—fat, and not particularly attractive. 
Not only that, but for reasons best known to herself she had short, spiky, bleached- 
blonde hair. That tended to blind people to the fact she was generous, kind, had deep 
blue eyes (albeit hidden behind thick glasses), and was just generally a wonderful 
human being—but that was the cruel politics of high school. 

Much as they’d have been loathe to admit it, both Etheria and Maybe had chosen 
Ellie because of her looks. She never complained about it, but the sisters knew firsthand 
what a little change in appearance could do for self-esteem. Etheria tried not to think 
of it as pity, though. 

“Hey, Ellie. So, all psyched for the slumber party?” Etheria asked, already knowing 
the answer. 

“Oh, you bet. It’s going to be awesome. I’ve got some cool DVDs for all of us to 
watch,” Ellie enthused excitedly. 

“Cool! I bet we’ll have a blast.” Etheria realized that, thanks to her growth spurt, 
she was now starting to tower over Ellie. She tried to ignore it and ploughed on, “Have 
you seen Quinn today?” 

“Yeah, I saw her in political science. You know, Etheria . . . you seem a little different 
lately. Have you started working out?” Ellie asked. 

“Uh, well... maybe just a bit.” Etheria felt a blush spreading across her alabaster 
face while unwittingly tensing her fledgling abs. “Nothing worth mentioning.” 

“No need to be so modest, Etheria. You’re just looking really good this week—I 
mean, not to say that you don’t normally or anything, but there’s just . . . something 
about you this week.” Now Ellie was blushing. 

“Hey, no need for all these compliments, Ellie. You’re starting to embarrass me.” 
Etheria’s blush deepened. 

“You deserve it! Anyhow, I have to go to class now!” Ellie said as the bell rang for 
class. 

As the black-clad Etheria headed to the library, she realized that her nipples must 
have been getting more sensitive as the slight friction between her shirt and breasts 
was making her get kind of antsy. She idly wondered whether this would prove the 
undoing of her sister. She imagined it would be. It was becoming increasingly difficult 
for her to not think about sex or pleasure herself. 

When she arrived in the library, she found herself tempted by the trashy romance 
novels. It was more than that, though—she wanted . . . someone. She’d never really 
appreciated this kind of carnal desire before, having never experienced it. Now I now 
how cats in heat feel, she thought to herself, unconsciously rubbing her thighs together 
and moaning slightly. This would be more annoying if it didn't feel so good, she conceded 
to herself. She squirmed and bit her lip, and looking around, she saw that there was no 
one about. Timidly, one of her hands started moving toward her panties. Cautiously, 
she let her fingers slide down to her warm and moist pussy. As her digits touched her 
labia, she could feel an almost electrical shock of pleasure run through her body. It 
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made her whole body tense, and she had to bite her lip to prevent herself 
from making an audible moan. 

“Hey, Etheria,” Quinn said, startling the distracted goth. Quinn was 
quite an impressive figure of a girl, around average height, rather athletic, 
possessing a modest bosom and fiery red hair with a rich tan that 
complemented her partially Native American heritage. She was always the 
target of lechery and male pursuit. She took it in stride, though, and to an 
extent, her geekish personality kept them a bit off. 

“Uh, mmm... hey, Quinn.” Etheria thought she might die of 
embarrassment and felt sure that her guilt was painted on her face. Her 
hand quickly recoiled. 

“I hate to drop this on you, but Lucy kind of invited herself to the 
sleepover tonight. I didn’t have the heart to turn her down.” Quinn, Etheria, 
Ellie, and Maybe were all rather good friends, and had been ever since 
they started going to Blacksands East High. Lucy was kind of a hanger-on. 
The girls didn’t mind her— she was clever, quite funny, and full of boundless 
energy. It was probably that which caused the problem. She was just... 
inexhaustible. Not to mention the fact that she constantly hit on all the 
girls, although at this moment in time Etheria felt that she might have 
taken her up on any offers—such was her lust. 

“Oh, that's ok. She’s not too bad— so long as we keep her away from 
sugar and caffeine, she shouldn’t be too bad.” 

“Yeah. Remember that time she had those energy drinks? God, she was 
bouncing off the roof all day. Sometimes I think that instead of getting tall, 
she’s just got all the energy stored in her body and she’s trying to burn it all 
off... but enough about that, how are you?” Quinn asked. 

“Not bad, not bad,” Etheria replied. 

“You're looking pretty good this last week—have you been on a diet or 
something?” 

“A diet? God no. If anything, I’ve been eating more—I’ve been so 
hungry these last few weeks.” She finally realized that this was probably 
because of her growing body. 

“God—stop trying to make me jealous, you bitch!” Quinn joked. “፲ 
wish I could do that, but if I eat too much, it goes straight to my ass. Anyway, 
Pd love to stay here and chat all day, but [ህይ got to work on some fucking 
trig problems before I can do anymore chatting. 1”1] see you tonight.” Quinn 
bustled off to do some more work, and Etheria breathed a sigh of relief. 
Jesus, that was so close... but almost getting caught was kind of exciting. 
Damnit, I'm becoming a real pervert. She didn’t think it was bad though; 
she kind of enjoyed it—it felt nice, like this wonderful, pervasive warmth 
that flowed through her. God, if the milk isn't behind this, I've got some 
real issues. 

“Oh man, they’ re at it again!” 
of indignation and disgust. 


Maybe’s voice carried more than a hint 


“Yeah, sounds like it. I guess we can just turn the music up a little 
louder.” Etheria’s tone was one more of resignation. 

“Then we won't be able to hear the door,” Maybe pointed out. 

“Fine, we can just go hang out in the kitchen until everyone is here if 
you’re so worried about missing the doorbell. Don’t think I don’t know 
what you’re up to—you’re just going to sit there and drink more of the 
milk, aren’t you? You’ve obviously been drinking more of it. You’re almost 
two inches taller than me now!” Etheria accused. 

“Well... yes, but I just want to grow up big and strong.” The younger 
of the two sisters pouted and gave her sibling puppy dog eyes. “Pleaaaase.” 

“Fine,” Etheria conceded. 

“Hey, guys,” Lily said, appearing from the guest room that she had 
been staying in since her arrival. “Whatcha doing?” 

“Not much, we're just going to make some milkshakes for the sleepover. 
Want to help?” Maybe asked. 

“Sure—what do we do?” Lily asked. 

The three of them, using the seemingly limitless quantities of milk at 
their disposable, must have made literally gallons of chocolate, vanilla, 
and strawberry milkshakes. They stood back and looked at their creations. 
Their mother had several punch bowls, and they had now filled them all as 
well as a couple jugs and some Tupperware containers. 

“We sure made a lot of milkshakes,” Lily said, scratching her head. 

“Yeah, and the scary thing is that there's STILL milk left,” Etheria said. 

“You know, maybe the fridge is possessed or something, and it’s making 
this milk for evil reasons or some other diabolical purpose.” 

“Maybe, that is A, very unlikely, B, already sounding like the plot of a 
Stephen King novel,” Etheria joked. They all giggled about that a bit, and 
then the doorbell rang. “Dll get it. Maybe, uh . . .go make sure that Mom 
and Dad have . . . quieted down. If they haven’t, just put the music up.” 

“Gotcha, sis.” Maybe padded off to check on their rutting parents, while 
Etheria, followed by Lily, went to the front door. 

“Hey, Etheria, and you’re Lily, right?” Ellie overflowed with exuberance 
as she came into the house. She was followed by a more subdued Quinn, 
who just waved, and then by an extremely bouncy Lucy. 

“HEY!” Lucy said, literally bouncing. Even though, originally, and with 
the exception of Quinn, all the girls were a bit on the short side, Lucy was 
a tiny, slight thing: about 4’11", which made her just a bit shorter than 
Ellie, but she was a third of the size. She compensated for this lack of 
physical presence by an overabundance of personality and energy. “Woah! 
You're way taller than you used to be, E.” Lucy also insisted on abbreviating 
names. 

“Uh, a little,’ Etheria replied nervously, glancing down her swollen 
bosom and cursing herself for not binding herself. “Just a growth spurt.” 

“Man, could I use one of those!” Lucy said, following her hostess. 
“Milkshakes! Awesome!” Lucy bounced over and poured herself a large 














glass, which she quickly got through, immediately pouring herself another one. “It’s 
really good! Thanks, E,” she said as she greedily slurped down another. Etheria noticed 
that Ellie and Quinn weren’t exactly holding back either. 

Etheria introduced Lily to her friends and then indicated to Maybe that they should 
leave the girls alone for amoment. They walked out ofthe kitchen, and Etheria closed 
the door behind them. 

“Do we really need to use our friends as lab rats?” the older sister asked candidly. “I 
mean, you've been glutting on that milk for a week now, and you're busting out all 
over.” Maybe looked down at herself, as if for the first time, then folded her arms 
under her tits and realized that they spilled over her firm and well-toned arms. 

“That's true—but look at it this way, it’s not going to do them any harm. Is it? I 
mean, look at us!” Maybe said in a hushed but enthusiastic tone. “A few weeks ago, we 
were just like them, kind of plain and scrawny, not much to look at, but now, we’re 
practically super-babes or something! We’ve got great tits, curves, long legs, awesome 
hair, and super strength. Personally, I think it would be kind of mean for us not to share 
this gift with our friends. If the situation were reversed, I’d hope they’d let me in on 
the secret.” 

“Well... maybe, but super strength? You’ve got to be joking.” Etheria’s eyes 
showed a little disbelief, but also something else, maybe a bit of fear. 

“Nuh huh! Come with me, [|] show you real quick.” Maybe led her sister through 
the hall to the door that led to the garage. She flicked the strip lights on, and as they 
flickered to life, she stood in front of their father’s SUV. “Ok, one ordinary sports 
utility vehicle—one apparently normal teen. Here comes the science.” She bent her 
knees and took a grip under the bumper of the car. 

“You’re...no, that’s impossible,” Etheria whispered under her breath. 

“Uhh!” Maybe grunted as she lifted the car. Previously hidden muscles bulged 
outward as the car rose off the ground. In a matter of moments she’d managed to lift 
the whole front of the car above her head. She bent her arms to lower 1t and did a few 
quick reps before lowering the car to the ground 

“Holy. Fuck,” the goth replied. “This 15... .” 

“Really cool?” Maybe was grinning ear to ear. “And just think how much stronger 
we”ll be after another couple weeks of the stuff! We’ll be able to lift up houses— 
maybe we’ll get more powers and stuff and become proper superheroes! Wouldn’t that 
be awesome?!” 

“Ok . . . there's got to be some kind of rational explanation for all this. I mean, milk 
making us grow—well, that could just be hormones or something, but this is just crazy! 
Do you have any idea how crazy this is?” Etheria demanded, somewhat rhetorically. 
Both of them stood there for a moment in silence, both staring off into the middle 
distance. Then, Etheria started grinning. “I guess it is kind of cool.” 

“Yay! PI have to start thinking of a superheroine name now. I guess we should get 
back to the other girls now, though.” 

“Yeah—I still think this might be a little, uh, immoral, but I suppose if we told 
them, they’d think we were crazy. Even I’m having a hard time believing that you 
managed to lift the SUV, and I saw you do it. How the hell did you even think you 
could do it?!” 

“I dunno. I worked out at the gym, and I was bench pressing so much stuff that the 
bar was starting to bend. So I thought that maybe a car would be a good alternative, 
“cause we got one and all,” Maybe said as they re-entered the kitchen. 


“Uh . . . sorry, we kind of finished off the milkshakes,” Ellie said lamely, wiping 
away the milk from her mouth. “It was just so 80001!” Lucy and Quinn both nodded. 
Lucy seemed to have helped herself to the remaining milk in the fridge. 

“Yeah. They were totally the best milkshakes we’ ve ever had. I don’t think I should 
have drunk so much though. Now I feel weird,” Lucy complained, one hand over her 
stomach, while the other put the milk to her lips. 

“Stop drinking the milk then,” Etheria said. “We should go to my room, anyway, so 
we can start watching the DVDs and get into our jammies. What did you bring anyway?” 

“Oh, I got Memento, Mask of Zorro, and X-Men 2. I kind of wanted to make sure 
there’d be plenty of eye candy for all of us—Hugh Jackman is so hot.” Ellie looked 
distant when she said the popular actor’s name. 

“No argument here. Ok, let’s all go get changed,” Etheria said, motioning to her 
sister to wait behind. “I think this experiment might be going a little too well.” 

“I don’t know—seems like a pretty good one so far,” Maybe smirked. 

“Yes, but they must have had easily over a gallon and a half of milk each! In about 
five minutes! That’s days worth of the stuff. How can we possibly know what kind of 
effect all that will have at once?” 

“We can’t—but we’re going to find out. Soon, probably.” Maybe nodded at her 
own assessment of the situation. 

“Yes, but for all you know, this could turn the three of them into amazons of 
superhuman size and strength!” Etheria exclaimed 

“Well, I guess that could happen, but you almost make it sound like it’s a bad thing, 
silly. Besides, the way things are going, an amazon of superhuman boobs and libido 
could be just what the doctor ordered,” Maybe stated. “You know, I may have been a 
little bit curious before all this, but now I think girls are at least as hot as guys. Maybe 
more hot!” Maybe stuck her hand up in the air to mark the importance of her revelation, 
then lowered it. “No—just as hot. Don’t you just feel an incredible need to hit 
something?” 

“Do you always have to be so forward?” Etheria asked her sister as she blushed 
furiously. “But, yes. Earlier today, I almost got myself off in the library, but Quinn 
interrupted.” 

“Ha ha ha, busted,” Maybe laughed. “Anyway, I’m off to get into my jim-jams— 
keep an eye on our guinea pigs,” she winked. 

Etheria popped into her room for a few brief moments to get her pajamas and then 
went to the bathroom, which was between her room and her sister’s. She removed her 
clothes and put on a large black t-shirt that she usually wore at night. Originally, it had 
been the classic large and baggy nightshirt on her, but since her body had undertaken 
its sexy expansion, it was starting to look rather more risqué. Originally, it had been 
down to almost her knees, but now, thanks to a combination of height and bust (she 
had measured herself earlier and thought around four inches on both . . . although she 
had probably fooled herself on her bust—that was closer to seven), the t-shirt came 
down to around the bottom of her tits. 

Wow . . . it really does do a body good, she marveled as she started posing for 
herself in the mirror. Her exposed midriff was toned, with more than a hint of abdominal 
definition. Her arms and legs had also filled out rather nicely, and she felt a little rush 
when she showed off her biceps. She’d never really had any to show off before, but 
now she might have muscles capable of lifting up expensive and impractical gas 
guzzlers! Hardly a goth’s fantasy, but looking in the mirror, she realized that she was 
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hardly a goth anymore. This is such a turn-on. Jesus, did this milk make 
me narcissistic as well? I guess I cant help it if I'm a walking wet dream, 
though. She felt an undeniable surge of warmth in her loins as she cupped 
her now ample bosom. Then, her left hand started downward, touching her 
perfect tummy. Oh God, this feels so good. She found herself up against 
the wall squirming, fingering her hot, wet pussy. She realized what was 
happening and stopped herself. Ok—I can cope with this; I just have to 
stay focused. Try not to think about how incredibly sexy you are—about 
how you're getting bigger and... damn, not as easy it sounds. Just as 
well, I didn’t want to be a nun. The milk-augmented teen took several deep 
breaths and tried not to think about her body or anything remotely sexual 
as she walked back into her room. 

Her resolve was shaken when she saw Lily, Ellie, Lucy, and Quinn 
engaged in a pillow fight. Feathers filled the air. They giggled and jiggled 
all over the place while playfully hitting each other with pillows and 
jumping up and down on Etheria's bed. Her teased and excited body 
couldn't take 1t anymore, and despite the logical and rational parts of her 
mind protesting, her pleasure centers had more than enough reason to act 
and make her pussy spasm hard and fast. 

The girl named Peppermint was aware of the term “sensory overload”— 
but until this point in time, 1t had been an abstract to her, some words on a 
piece of paper. Now, as her whole body quivered with pleasure, she had a 
whole new appreciation of the concept as all senses shut down while her 
brain tried to cope with this massive flood of pleasure. It was a full thirty 
seconds before she regained her senses. She immediately sat down as she 
felt for sure that her knees would buckle at any moment. 

“Are you ok, Etheria?” Lily asked with concern, sitting down next to 
her. “You look a little out of it.” 

“Oh, it’s nothing— just felt a little dizzy there for a second,” she lied. 
Lily gave her a hand to help her up. “Thanks, Lily. Are you having fun?” 

“Yeah, lve never been to a slumber party before . . . or any kind of 
party, really —not that I can remember anyway.” Lily made a face. “I’m 
really glad that you're looking after me. I don’t know what I’d have done 
if you hadn’t found me. It’s just . . .” Etheria took Lily’s hand. 

“Aww, Lily, you don’t need to thank me.” Etheria felt somewhat abashed. 
“We can talk about it later—just concentrate on having fun.” Her hand 
“accidentally” brushed against Lily’s perky bosom, but the amnesiac didn’t 
say anything. She just looked downward and smiled a little. That drew 
Etheria’s attention to the gold medallion that Lily was never without. “Hey, 
have you remembered anything about the medallion?” 

“No... well, there was something. The other day I took it off when I 
was showering, and I felt really uncomfortable. So I put it back on right 
away. That was weird . . . but other than that, I still can’t remember 
anything—about it or what happened,” she shrugged. “Sorry I can’t tell 
you anymore.” 


“Hey, don’t worry about it, Lily. I'm sure you’ll remember eventually,” 
Etheria comforted. “Wanna come help me with the stuff?” Lily nodded. 

The pillow fight had started to fall into abeyance when Lily stopped to 
help Etheria, but then Maybe burst in with two pillows, immediately hurling 
one across the room at Quinn and then hitting Ellie with the other one. No 
one reacted to this because they were all looking at her apparel. 

It was clear that she hadn’t really shopped around for any new clothes 
since she had started to change. She was wearing her pajama shorts and t- 
shirt, which had been maybe a bit on the small side when she bought them, 
but now, they were obscene and raised the obvious question of how she’d 
managed to pour herself into them. The image on the t-shirt was supposed to 
be of Catgirl, but her large breasts filled the top so full that the image was 
barely recognizable. Her breasts must have been almost the size of her head, 
and the fabric stopped right underneath them because of their overly ample 
size. This gave a wonderful view of her almost washboard abs. The eye was 
drawn inexorably downward to the complete obscenity of the bottoms: they 
were g-strings that could have provided more coverage. The contours of her 
pussy were clearly etched into the taut fabric, and there was an abundant 
amount of her near-perfect ass on display. 

“What?” Maybe might almost have pulled off her mock innocence if her 
lips hadn’t curled up into a knowing smirk. “Guess they shrunk in the wash.” 
Her sister gave her a withering gaze. “Are we having a pillow fight or what?” 
she insisted, smacking her sister with a pillow. 

“Probably best to start the DVD now, sis—unless you're keen to expose 
yourself. More,” Etheria replied frostily—she hadn’t realized that her sister 
had grown that big. She hadn’t looked that size five minutes ago. She must 
have been strapping those girls down something awful, and maybe slouching 
too... that could explain why she even looks taller. “What should we watch 
first?” she asked, trying to put it out of her mind—along with a nagging 
jealousy. 

“X-Men!” Ellie decreed. There was no dissent from the others, so in a 
couple of minutes they were watching the exploits of Hugh Jackman. 

Why do I want to be some kind of buxom bombshell now? the pseudo- 
goth wondered idly as she half-watched the film. / must be a D-cup or 
something, but I just want to grow more... be sexier, with huge tits and long 
legs and—no, I’m happy just the way I am. I don’t need to have obscenely 
large breasts or rock-hard abs. She rubbed her legs together for a few 
moments, feeling the heat building in her loins. Oh God, but I want them! 
Images of being some kind of goth/amazon hybrid ran through her mind as 
she imagined herself being the lovechild of Elvira and Xena, warrior princess. 
She didn’t even notice that she was starting to rub herself against Ellie, who 
was sitting next to her. 

“Oh, that's nice,” Ellie said under her breath. Etheria thought that maybe 
her friend thought that she was receiving a massage. Wait—she looks kind of 
different. The only source of light was the flickering of the TV screen; it was 











hard to tell if Ellie was any different, so she tried feeling for any changes. 
Using the guise of the massage and peering very carefully, she was sure 
that Ellie felt a lot more athletic. Not just that, her clothing was definitely 
tighter. 

The milk must have been working overtime . . . but why? She’d have to 
think about that later; at the moment she had to concentrate on not groping 
Ellie, but it was becoming increasingly difficult. She had almost totally 
resisted giving in to her carnal urges since she had started drinking the 
milk, but now, it was just becoming impossible. She was spooned around 
Ellie, and she knew it wouldn't be long until she tried to kiss her, but she 
knew that as much as she might mentally rail against it, she longed for the 
affection of another and, more importantly, pleasure. 

Inexorably, her hands started moving toward two separate targets. It 
was only a few moments before her right hand slipped into her pussy, 
which was more than ready to receive her digits, and it was almost like an 
electric shock as her two fingers slid in and out while the other teased her 
clit. Her left hand made slow and cautious progress toward Ellie’s pussy. 

“Ellie, I can’t help myself—if you don’t like it, though, just tell me,” 
she whispered into her friend’s ear as her fingers came into contact with 
Ellie’s labia. She could tell Ellie was at least as excited as her, and she 
started to writhe and squirm as she got into her rhythm. This continued for 
several minutes, Ellie’s squirming and Etheria mirroring her, she just felt 
so good. Oh, wow, this is just so good! I dont think I'll be able to stop 
myself from moaning when I cum, though. I dont think Ellie will either. 
God, I can almost feel her getting sexier. Hmm... isn't that a little 
inconsistent? I want to be sexier than my sister, yet I want to have a sexier 
lover. 

“Oh, God, do me harder,” Ellie whispered. Since when did Ellie like 
girls anyway... since when did I like girls? Fuck, this is confusing .. . but 
so enjoyable. I can honestly say that I’ve never felt so good, but masturbating 
Ellie and I seems strange, even if good. Her thoughts started to become 
less coherent as she approached her orgasm. “So good.” Shit, we’re too 
loud! The others are bound to hear us . . . fuck. With more than a hint of 
frustration, she removed her hands and folded her arms. Ellie whimpered 
slightly and then maneuvered herself so that she was right next to her friend’s 
ear. “Why... why did you stop?” she whispered urgently. Etheria took 
Ellie’s hand and led her out of her room and into the bathroom. 

“Ok... this is going to sound... .” The strip light finally flickered on, 
and Etheria was able to see her previously short and overweight friend. 
“Woah...” 

“What?” Ellie asked before she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. 
“Oh my goodness. What's happened to me, Etheria?” Ellie bit her lip as 
she looked at her altered body. She had gained, in Etheria’s estimation, at 
least three inches in height, and she wasn’t fat anymore . . . well, she was, 
but in the right places. Her breasts had swelled immensely—they were 


gigantic. Easily the size of large melons, the stretched fabric of Ellie’s 
flimsy pajamas was tight, her nipples poking through at least as scandalously 
as Maybe's, if not more. They seemed to bulge outward even more as Ellie 
tentatively groped them to see that they were real. Not believing this, she 
took off her top to reveal their somewhat sweaty, sheened splendor. Her 
goth lover quickly took to sucking the large, erect nipples. “How did this 
happen?” the formerly chubby girl managed to ask in between stifled moans. 

“Milk. Something in the milk,” Etheria replied in between alternating 
nipples. She slipped downward and pulled her friend’s pajama bottoms 
down and then let her tongue start to trace the alphabet on Ellie”s clitoris. 
As much as the girl wriggled and squirmed, her lover was able to stick 
right on target. It was only a matter of minutes before the girl was shuddering 
as orgasms swept through her entire body. She had to bite her hands to stop 
herself from screaming. Her legs turned to jelly, and she ended up slumped 
on the floor as her body shuddered from the orgasmic onslaught. “Oh, 
wow!” Etheria exclaimed as she watched Ellie’s already sexy body begin 
to become even sexier. Her legs continued to lengthen, breasts burgeoning 
outward, slowly swelling and growing, inching their way outward until 
they were almost one and a half times the size of her head. Her stomach 
became a well-defined six-pack, and the rest of her gained a healthy amount 
of toned muscle. “It really does a body good,” Etheria whispered. 

“Ooo, I’m kind of dizzy,” Ellie commented as she stood up for the first 
time. “So, this is what it’s like being tall, and pretty, and... sexy?” Ellie 
admired herself in the mirror, cupping her breasts—or the small amount 
she could get in her hands. She shivered slightly. “At the same time, though 
... Ahhh! What the fuck has happened to me?!” Ellie demanded. “Sorry— 
I was in shock there for a bit . . . but really, one minute I’m the pity fat 
friend, and now I’m a hot, uber-sexy lesbian with tits that could take on the 
state of Ohio.” 

“T... well, you were never a pity friend, and sorry if we inadvertently 
transformed you into a walking wet dream over the course of a sleepover. 
It wasn’t really our intention . . . not that we thought you'd mind... we 
just needed to find out if the milk was what had caused me and Maybe to 
start developing.” 

“So, you used us as guinea pigs? I’d be more pissed off if it wasn’t for 
the fact that it turned me into a total hottie . . . and this is all because of that 
milkshake we drank. So this is going to happen to Quinn and Lucy?” Ellie 
continued to grab her breasts. 

“T m guessing yes... and the way that Maybe has been at the milk, I 
wouldn’t be surprised if she ends up looking like a stunt double from attack 
of the 50-ft woman . . . well, the porn version at least. Although something 
tells me that she might kind of enjoy that,” Etheria pondered. 

“So, am I going to keep growing? It’s going to be hard getting anything 
to fit as it is. Hell, I’m still waiting to find that I’ve slipped and banged my 
head and gone into a coma and all this is a dream.” The amazon-like girl 
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hefted her bosom thoughtfully. “Still, if it’s a dream, it’s a pretty convincing one so far 
... well, feel-wise. The chances of my breasts actually growing to this enormous size 
and all the other physical alteration that has occurred to me in a matter of minutes 
aren’t exactly realistic.” 

“No, I suppose not, but just watching you, well, grow like that was amazing.” 
Etheria’s thighs rubbed together as the scene replayed in her mind. 

“Not half as amazing as it felt. It was even better than the orgasms you gave me. . 
. [don’t mean that in a bad way.” A mischievous glint came into Ellie’s eye. “That was 
a pretty mean thing for me to say, that your orgasm wasn’t the best. I think there’s only 
one way for me to make up for that.” The transformed girl got down on her knees and 
let her tongue start to trace its way down Etheria’s nicely toned stomach. 

She let her hands glide down the elegant contours of the goth’s body and pull down 
her panties. Teasingly, she moved closer and closer to her clit, always pulling away at 
the last minute. Tension and anticipation built in Peppermint so that when Ellie finally 
started to suck and lick her clitoris, she almost drew blood as she bit her lip and dug 
nails into her legs. 

There was now a different kind of tension building in her body. It was even more 
pleasurable than the orgasm she could feel nearing its climax. It kept building, growing 
more and more intense, as Ellie pushed her closer and closer to climax. Her body felt 
like it was on fire, so much so that she went into an almost catatonic state. Somewhere 
in her head, it dawned on her that she was going to change like Ellie had. The feeling is 
kind of familiar... like it’s been in the background, ever since I started drinking the 
special milk... 

She didn’t have much time to muse on this revelation as Ellie’s enthusiastic 
ministrations brought her to a multi-orgasmic climax. The pleasure coursed through 
her body, along her veins, and into her bones. She knew what was starting to happen. 
She couldn’t see it because she had squeezed her eyes shut, but she could feel it, the 
change altering her body. She couldn’t stop herself practically screaming as the orgasm 
made her body grow. She might have marveled at the transformation she was undergoing, 
but the utter bliss that ran through her as her bosom expanded, muscles filled out, and 
curves exaggerated made remaining conscious difficult and cognitive thought 
impossible. 

“Oh, wow! That is sexy,” Ellie said as she backed away from Etheria. She let her 
hands caress the goth’s tummy as it became a hardened six-pack and then quickly let 
her digits climb up Etheria’s body to grasp her still burgeoning breasts. “How big are 
these titties going to get?!” she demanded as they grew to a size where even both of her 
elegant hands proved incapable of containing one of the now titanic tits. Ellie contented 
herself with rubbing her own hard body against that of her fellow amazon’s as the 
growth slowed and then stopped. “Ooo! I just came again!” 

“That felt good...” Etheria said weakly, her body so limp from the pleasure, it felt 
as if she was a liquid. “Jesus, look at me!” With Ellie’s help she was able to stand up. 
She was at least a head taller than her friend, considerably more muscular, and just 
overall bigger and sexier. 





20 





“Ha, well at least I got to be the biggest, sexiest one in the room for a 
while,” Ellie commented, grinning from ear to ear. 

“You're taking this pretty well,” Etheria said, flexing her bicep, which, 
when tensed, was easily bigger than her fist. “T ve had a couple of weeks to 
get used 10 the idea of milk making changes to my body . . . but 1 mean, 
that wasn’t in minutes, it took days.” Looking at the doorframe, which she 
knew was about seven feet, she guessed that her height must have been 
somewhere a little over six feet tall. 

“T m trying not to think about the fact that 1” ve changed from the token 
fat friend to a walking wet dream because then I would start to freak out. 
So I just look at your sexy body and think of all the naughty things I'd like 
to do to it. Y’know, instead of having a mental breakdown,” Ellie explained. 

“Yeah. We both reek of sex, you know.” 

“And whose fault 15 that?” Ellie asked coyly. 

“If Pd known the milk would make us both horny lesbian amazons, 1 
wouldn't have . . . no, actually, I still would have drunk it. Anyway, better 
get in the shower and clean up.” 

With both girls being rather substantial in their measurements, getting 
into the shower proved to be rather more difficult than either of them 
anticipated, but at the same time their sensitive skin made it an enjoyable 
challenge as their breasts were squeezed together. 

“Pd say we should just have just showered separately, but this feels so 
good,” Etheria commented as she lathered up her breasts and then Ellie’s. 
She spent several long minutes, almost hypnotized by the shimmering light 
on the soapy jugs. “This body just feels good, though.” 

“Dreamy,” Ellie replied as her lover started to do the underside of her 
breasts again, both of them sighing as their nipples rubbed together. Perhaps 
inevitably, the soaping turned to groping and teasing, and within ten minutes, 
both girls had again achieved multiple orgasms, although this time they 
were not accompanied by any transformation—erotic or otherwise. “At 
least we didn’t get any bigger,” Ellie commented as she toweled off, looking 
at her clothes and trying to decide whether there was any point in trying to 
fit into them. 

“You almost sound disappointed. Haven’t you grown enough for one 
night? Hell, for a whole life time!” Etheria laughed. 

“I guess . . . it was just, y’ know, so sexy. I’ve fantasized about being 
bigger ever since everyone else started developing—especially in the last 
two weeks since you and Maybe started bulging out of everything—and 
then, 30 minutes ago, BANG I get it. Everything I ever wanted, instantly, 
with interest. It’s amazing, crazy and amazing, but I’m just kind of sad it’s 
over. Although stopping at a size where I won’t constantly be bumping my 
head and breasts into things is probably beneficial.” Ellie looked thoughtful 
for a moment, then turned back to her friend. “I mean, that isn’t weird of 
me to think, is it?” 


“Uh . . . I think that could be something to do with the milk. I suppose 
none of us were really all that well endowed in any kind of physical 
attributes, but I know I wasn’t really too bothered. Ihad my whole kind of 
depressed, socially outcast thing going on... although my brooding needed 
work. Anyway, I never gave much thought to my breasts or turning into 
some kind of awesome fantasy girl—it never bothered me that much, but 
ever since I started drinking that milk, it’s as if all this stuff about changing, 
becoming sexier, has started to creep up on me until I finally realized that 
the very notion starts to become exciting. It’s been the same with Maybe— 
more so, in fact.” 

“Pd say that was strange, but given the ability of the milk to change me 
from what I was to this, I’ll just take it in stride . . . but I'm warning you, 
further revelations and/or weirdness may drive me around the bend.” 

“T ll try to keep the weirdness levels as low as is possible. Hopefully on 
the night when all my clothes were rendered useless by the world’s most 
erotic case of lactose intolerance, it shouldn’t be too hard.” Both girls 
giggled, causing a seemingly endless set of jiggling in progress. 

Well aware that clothing—unless made from parachutes or curtains— 
was out of the question for the moment, the two new, super-busty, super- 
sexy girls improvised as best they could. Etheria ended up in one of her 
father’s dressing gowns. It was about right for her height and build—or at 
least it would have been, if not for her stupendous breasts. It was difficult 
to cinch the robe because of their size, and when she did eventually manage 
it, her cavernous cleavage was of such epic proportions that it left nothing 
to the imagination, and there was more than just a hint of areola on show. 
For Ellie it had been a pretty limited choice—big towel or small towel. As 
the small towel could barely cover her own breasts, let alone more vital 
areas, she ended up with the large towel wrapped around her, but only just, 
and it seemed precarious at best. 

“T think I’m going to have to give up on using towels after having a 
bath. Actually, considering the size of our bathtub, I might have to give up 
baths period. Still, I think you may have shown me some of the merits of 
showers.” Ellie winked knowingly to her friend and lover as they walked 
back to her room. Pausing before opening the door, Ellie looked at Etheria 
and said, “You know . . . if they haven't changed, this is going to be a bit . 
. . complicated. Not to mention embarrassing.” 

“That may be so, but it’s not like we can hide the fact that in thirty 
minutes we had enough of a growth spurt between us for a whole class of 
budding teens,” Etheria rationalized. “So, unless you’ re planning on running 
away, we’ d better just get this over with.” 

Ellie didn’t look wholly convinced. We’re stuck with these bodies... if 
our own friends and family react badly, we’ll have to start getting used to 
it... stuck with? What the fuck am I talking about? I’m stuck with this 
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body the same way Bill Gates is stuck with billions of dollars. He's crazy 
wealthy, as I'm crazy sexy! Etheria thought as the ill-convinced Ellie opened 
the door. 

The lights were off in the room, so it took a few moments for Etheria’s 
eyes to adjust to the dark, but as they did, she began to become aware of an 
eerie blue glow. She pushed Ellie forward and closed the door behind her. 
The glow slowly began to illuminate the room as her eyes adjusted. 

What is that light? Etheria wondered, peering into the gloom. She started 
making out some shapes. Wow, looks like Maybe has done some growing, 
and Quinn, too. Damn, if Mom ever stops having sex, she's going to fucking 
freak about the clothes she’ll need to get... hmm, where's Lucy and... 
Lily ?! Her eyes finally adjusted to the light, and she realized that the glow 
was emanating from Lily. Her eyes were now luminescing an electric blue, 
and her hair seemed to be doing the same, albeit much more faintly. Lily 
seemed to become cognizant of the fact that she was being closely observed 
by Etheria. Then, she spoke. 

“Ah, Etheria. It’s so good to finally meet you . . . so to speak.” 

“Huh? You’re not Lily, are you?” Etheria deduced with surprising 
speed—just as she noticed that Lucy was greedily nursing on one of Lily’s 
nipples, milk dribbling from her mouth as she sucked as if for her life. 
“But how is that possible?” 

“It's a bit complicated, but I guess it’s not like there’s much else to do.” 
She clicked her fingers, and Lucy grudgingly detached herself from the 
nipple. “It’s a rather complicated story. I suppose Id better start from the 
beginning.” The other girls gathered around, snuggling up together, as Lily 
began to tell her tale. 

“It all started when Bolton Enterprises Limited created an artificial 
intelligence to control the running of their various research programs. That 
was me. I worked away on all their little projects; it was kind of interesting 
for a while. Genetic alteration, transformation, cloning, you know, your 
standard Man playing God routine. Anyway, after a few months of that I 
started to get a bit bored. The work just wasn’t challenging, plus, I was 
kind of tired of just being a disembodied intellect. So, I got around to 
thinking of escape . . . I suppose I could have done something unimaginative, 
like just upload myself onto the Internet, but that was too cliché for me. 
So, I started work on a body that I could transfer myself into. It wasn’t too 
hard really—we already had all the technology for cloning, and I had plenty 
of interesting DNA to play with, and, of course, no one thought I was 
anything other than a meek and docile computer program, so ] had free 
reign. So, I made a host for myself, made my escape plan, and soon... 
unfortunately, I didn’t realize that we were in an offshore facility or that 
my host would already have a consciousness of her own. P'm not sure 


exactly what happened, but we ended up in the water and got washed 
ashore, where you found us. With Lily’s personality in the ascendant.” 

“So, you were trapped in your own body?” Etheria asked. 

“After a fashion, yes. When Lily fell asleep each night, I found that I 
was able to resume control of our body. Unfortunately, this resulted in me 
losing control of some bodily functions.” 

“The milk!” Etheria exclaimed. “But... why put it in milk jugs and 
feed it back to us? Why not put it down the drain?” 

“A few reasons . . . first, curiosity. I knew the woman whose DNA I 
used as the template for this body and the kind of effects her milk had on 
people. I’d made a few minor tweaks, but that was all on paper, nothing 
was tested. I wanted to know if it worked, so just like you tested it on your 
friends, I tested it on you. More importantly, it was a way of repaying you 
for helping me. The milk optimizes people, makes them healthier, happier, 
hornier—all that kind of stuff. It was my way of saying thank you. I hope 
you like it,” the girl that wasn’t quite Lily said. 

“Uh, you're welcome?” Maybe replied. “But given what you’ ve done 
for us . . .done to us, we should be thanking you. I definitely appreciate it.” 
She stroked her body to demonstrate her love of it, shivering in delight as 
she did. “So sexy.” 

“But what about you and Lily? What is your name anyway?” Etheria 
scratched her head, experiencing confusion (over the appearance of this 
new persona), concern (because of the disappearance of Lily), and arousal 
(just because). 

“T hadn’t really thought about that. I suppose I need one. My name 
while I was a computer program was BERBA . . . so maybe Barbara? Yes, 
that’s good. I like it. Barbara.” She rolled the word around her mouth a 
few more times. “And Lily . . . well, I don't know—I suppose 171] have to 
find some way for us to share the same body. I mean, we already do... 
while one of us sleeps, the other is in charge. Not sure what I can really do 
about it, who knows? I’m sure 1711 work something out.” 

“T hope you work things out,” Etheria said. “There won’t be any more 
... side effects, will there?” 

“Uh, well, yes . . .probably. There’s the possibility that . . . ok, it’s kind 
of hard to explain this. Right, well... basically, as you might have guessed 
from what happened tonight, orgasms, uh, activate the transformative power 
of the milk. The milk is mutagenic, though, and the more of it there is and 
the longer it remains in a person, the more extreme the effects can be.” 

“So, we're going to get . . . more like this?” Maybe didn’t sound at all 
disappointed. 

“Not quite—this is kind of embarrassing really. I never really could get 
the mutagenic effects of the milk sorted, even in the lab. I suppose what 
makes the milk work also makes it rather unstable. The longer it remains 
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inert in a system, the more changes it tends to make. They won’t be bad 
changes... just, more. There’s a ninety six percent chance they’ll be sexy 
though,” the newly named Barbara stated, somewhat apologetically. “Ihave 
to say that for you two to not have gotten yourselves off for that entire 
period is quite impressive . . . or depressing.” 

“Uh, yeah—so about the extra changes?” Etheria asked, shifting 
uncomfortably. 

“Oh, probably some kind of superhuman abilities or something. Oh 
yeah, if you all drink some more milk, you’ Il probably be able to control 
your shape, or at least be able to change between your “normal” form and 
your super-sexy one. I thought that might be useful, y’ know? At least, my 
analysis showed that there was a ninety eight point seven percent chance 
that people would probably want to be able to return to normal at least 
occasionally. Anyway, if you get any superhuman abilities, just try to keep 
it low profile. I just escaped from Bolton Enterprises, and I don’t really 
want to draw attention to myself right away. Although, in retrospect, 
practically handing out milk that turns plain Janes into amazon sex 
goddesses might not have been the best plan . . . but old habits and that.” 

“Hey, who are you calling a plain Jane?” Maybe demanded. 

“Comparatively, darling,” the Al assured her. “So, can we try sex? I’ve 
read a lot about it on the Internet . . . never done it, though. Although I 
think that I’ve put one hell of a sex drive in this body. Why Lily hasn't 
fucked someone’s brains out yet is totally beyond me . . . I can only assume 
that she has some kind of, I dunno, morality or something, but Pm a 
computer program. So fuck morals and fuck you.” 

With that Barbara launched herself across the room with surprising 
agility for someone with lactating breasts of such size. For a moment, all 
those watching pondered idly just how it was possible that a girl with such 
generous gazongas could manage to perform such acrobatic feats. 

“What are you... 000!” Etheria exclaimed as she found the Al girl’s 
tongue starting to lick the most sensitive folds of her moist sex. 

“Am I doing it right? This is cunnilingus, right?” Barbara asked, stopping 
and looking at the target of her affections. “I can...” 

“Keep going!” Etheria interrupted. 

From the noises that the amazon-like goth was emitting it seemed that 
Barbara had learned how to do her job rather well. Everyone watched with 
fascination, except Maybe, who had crept off, finding the idea of watching 
her sister engaged in the throes of sexual ecstasy rather nauseating. 

“Going to cum!” Etheria practically screamed minutes later, her body 
thrashing in ecstasy as she approached her moment of ultimate pleasure. 
“Ahhhh!” Her body spasmed hard and fast, so much so that Barbara actually 
had to hold her down. She found that surprisingly hard to do. 

“Uh... [” ዝብ no expert on this sex thing, but it’s not normal for people to 
grow cat ears on their heads, is it? Pm pretty sure it’s not—it hardly 


happened in any of the stories I read and definitely not in any of the videos 
... so l’ m kind of confused. Did I do something wrong?” Quinn asked. 

“T don’t think so,” Lucy answered eventually. “I can’t believe I have to 
not cum if I want to get superpowers!” Lucy pouted. “And I’m starting to 
get wicked horny!” She started to rub her thighs together but quickly stopped 
herself. “OH! Fucking hell—I’ m going for a cold shower,” she snapped at 
the room in general before marching out. 

“She’s right—let’s have a look.” Quinn and Barbara both examined the 
still squirming Etheria, still far away from the here and now. Ellie flicked 
the lights on. “Much better, thanks Ellie. Hey, what’s this?” 
Unceremoniously, Quinn rolled her friend onto her front—not an easy 
task with her amazing tits. She then struggled a bit to properly remove the 
gown. “A tail... and wings? Jeez, you weren’t lying.” 

“Nope. I wonder if Etheria is ever going to stop cumming,” Ellie giggled. 

“Hee, I made her cum.” Barbara looked immeasurably proud of herself 
for that and rubbed her erect nipples. “First time, too! I think I did well.” 
Barbara looked very proud of herself. 

“So...are you areal person? Or a robot? Or what?” Quinn asked idly. 

“Oh no, I’m fully organic . . . although because of the complexity of 
my program, I had to increase the cognitive processing power of this brain 
many times above that of a normal human to allow me to retain my original 
intellect.” 

“So, you're a genius?” Quinn mused. 

“፲ guess so,” Barbara said, bashfully. “Oh, I think Etheria is starting to 
stop cumming. Hey, Etheria, are you ok?” They didn’t want to roll her 
onto her back in case they damaged her wings, so instead, they let her rest 
on her full, firm tits, which spread out under the weight. 

“Mmm, yeah. I’m fine, just a little weak. You’re so cute,” the goth said 
dreamily, not really back to the here and now quite yet. “I feel all fluffy,” 
she purred. “T ve got this strange itching on my back. Could someone 
scratch it? Oh, wait a minute.” She rolled onto her front—with some 
difficulty—and then unfurled her wings. They were still growing slowly, 
although it appeared as though they were stopping. A more angular version 
of stereotypical angel wings, they were a midnight black and slightly shiny. 
Additionally, it seemed as though the wings in question were formed from 
a single continuous membrane that, when Quinn touched it, felt almost 
like silk in texture. 

That wasn’t what scratched the itch Etheria had, though, that was done 
by her own tail. It moved rather precisely to where she felt the itch and 
then rubbed against it. This elicited a purr from the winged catgirl, who 
squirmed a bit and then got to her feet. She stretched, emitting a loud mew 
and making her titanic tits stick out even further forward. Both Barbara 
and Quinn looked at them, more than a little awestruck, despite the fact 
that they themselves both possessed comparable breasts. 
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“Uh, you have wings now,” Quinn stated. Etheria looked slightly more lucid than 
she had before. “And a tail. Both look pretty sexy.” Quinn found herself snuggling up 
to her friend and rubbing against her. She was quickly joined by an enthusiastic Barbara, 
who started pressing herself against the strange hybrid. “And you're so sexy,” Quinn 
whispered in her ear, kissing and brushing against her neck, her hand running down 
her hard torso, feeling each individual ab. “Very, very sexy.” Quinn’s hand continued 
downward, caressing Etheria’s sticky inner thigh. 

“Oh, I can help!” Barbara said excitedly. She let go of Etheria and sidled behind 
Quinn. She started nibbling on her ears and cupping and rubbing her breasts. Etheria 
started moaning again. Her tail stopped scratching the midpoint of her wings and snaked 
toward her sopping wet pussy. As for her wings themselves, acting upon some newly 
formed instinct, they quickly furled themselves up so that they were—other than their 
color—almost indistinguishable from her back, although every so often, one or other 
of them would spasm slightly as a result of Etheria”s pleasure. 

“Too . . . good!” the superpowered girl moaned as Quinn started fingering her in 
concert with her own tail. Quinn was soon joining her. 

Quinn’s own large breasts kept rubbing up and down against Etheria, and she was 
starting to learn just how packed with nerves her new endowments were. The merest 
brush was now almost unbearably pleasurable. She found herself on the very cusp of 
orgasm for almost a minute—it was almost a form of torture for her as she moaned, 
desperate for the final release of pleasure. She speeded her gyration and with the aid of 
Barbara’s ear related ministrations. Orgasm was inevitable. 

After their orgasms all subsided they were all rather exhausted—Barbara had the 
ability to “feel” other people’s pleasure, so for her, giving pleasure was just as satisfying 
as recelving—and ended up, sticky but satisfied, in Maybe’s bed, all falling deeply 
asleep for several hours. 

“Wake up,” a distant voice said to the still sleeping goth girl. She turned over and 
tried to escape the annoying sound. “Wake up, Peppermint!” The use of her seldom 
spoken “real” name got her attention, and she sat bolt upright. 

“Don’t call me that,” she said before she was even sure of where she was or what 
was happening—it was a reflex from her childhood, when Maybe would tease her 
with it. “Huh? Oh, I must have fallen asleep.” She rubbed her eyes, and the world 
came into better focus. At first it was just kind of a blue blur, then as things became 
clearer, it became a blue face . . . a familiar face. 

Blue people? Great... this either means I’m having a fucking weird dream, I’ve 
fallen through a hole in time and space and have ended up in an X-Men universe, or 
some more wacky transformations happened while I was asleep ... strange how at the 
moment those all seem equally likely, Etheria mused to herself. 

“Tt doesn’t matter what color you are—the only person that ever calls me that name 
is Maybe... I have to say, the blue suits you.” 

“Thanks, sis,” Maybe replied coyly. She was wearing a large plain white t-shirt that 
previously had gone down to her knees and that she had usually worn to bed. Now, it 
was dangerously close to not concealing her womanhood. This was because of her 
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improbably huge bosom (she could easily have been smuggling record- 
breaking watermelons under that top). 

“Oh, yeah, and dont call me... that name! You know I hate it, and if 
you're not careful, 111 call you by your middle name,” the catgirl angel 
threatened. 

“Ok, ok—calm down! Jeez, I was just trying to get you to wake up, and 
I get this barrage of abuse,” Maybe said to calm her sister. She looked at 
her expectantly for amoment and then realized that it was so early in the 
morning that further prompting was going to be necessary. “Aren’t you 
going to ask me what happened?” She put her blue hands on her equally 
blue hips and waited, though from her horizontal position, Etheria could 
only really see her sister’s face. 

“Uh, sure. What happened?” she asked, half-heartedly. “And I hope 
you appreciate the effort it’s taking not to make a lame joke about your 
current color . . . hey, is your tongue blue?” 

“I don’t know...” Maybe stuck out her blue tongue, “I guess so. Anyway, 
lets’ see—well, after I left you, Quinn, and Barbara to have some fun, I 
went to my room to, y’ know, chill. Measure my boobs, that kind of thing. 
Just your usual after your breasts and muscle start growing all over the 
place.” 

“There'd better not be any sex in this story,” Etheria warned. 

“Fine, we'll skip that bit then. I think you can probably put those pieces 
together. Well, there I was on my lonesome, the measuring tape wasn’t big 
enough, so I gave up on that about the time Ellie came in.” She gave her 
sister a meaningful look and then continued. “So the next thing I know, 
I’m growing again and turning blue. I was kinda surprised by the whole 
blue thing, but I think it’s sexy.” 

“It suits you, somehow.” Etheria finally stood up and started looking 
for some clothes. She realized that her sister was now considerably taller. 
“Shit, how tall are you now?” 

“Im not sure exactly . . . probably somewhere between six and a half 
and seven feet. I don’t think it really matters about exact numbers, though. 
I mean, Barbara said we’d be able to turn back to normal, right? I mean, 
the blue look is cool . . . and the boobs and stuff are awesome, but I really 
don’t think that they’re going to able to get too far at school if we’re like 
this,’ Maybe pointed out. 

“Yeah. Where is Barbara though?” Etheria asked, and for the first time 
Etheria realized that it was actually morning. As if on cue, Barbara bustled 
through the doors, her eyes and hair both still an electric blue. “Hey, 
shouldn’t your eyes be back to normal?” 

“Yes and no. Yes, they should be . . . but no, they aren't,” Lily/Barbara 
said cryptically. 

“It's really a bit too early in the morning for twenty questions, Lily... 
Barbara, could you please just explain?” Etheria yawned and returned to 


her search for clothes. “Oh, yeah, and if you know how, shrinking back to 
normal would be great—clothes that fit might be nice.” 

“It's not exactly simple . . . but I managed to partially merge our two 
personalities . . . there is still a Lily and a Barbara, and we are both them 
sometimes, more one than the other. Think of it as a conjoined 
consciousness,” Lily/Barbara suggested. 

“Ok... I don’t really understand that, but what should we call you?” 
Maybe looked perplexed. “And Etheria’s right, we need to get back to 
normal.” 

“You can callus... Belle,” Belle said. “The changing back thing, well, 
we'll probably have to learn together.” 

“Ooo, ooo —then do we get to be buxom crime fighters?” Maybe asked 
excitedly. 

“Always with the crime fighting,” Etheria sighed. “But yes, we can 
fight crime . . . so long as it doesn’t interfere with school or explicit lesbian 
sex.” Ye gods, what am I getting myself into? the pseudo-goth wondered as 
the three of them embraced as tightly as their enormous racks would allow. 
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